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Bonus Chapter – The Love Game – Aiden Bates 
 
Danny sat at the table, folded his hands in his lap, and waited. Inside, he wanted to 
laugh. He was thirty-two. He had a multi-billion dollar company of his own. He was 
responsible for hundreds of people. He made products that made billions of people’s 
lives better, every day of his life. He was a husband. He was a father.  

  
His parents hadn’t even arrived yet, but he still felt like he was ten years old again. He 
was woefully inadequate, a small child who just wanted to play football and hang out 
with the other kids.  

  
His parents arrived together. Diana Magee was not the kind of woman who bothered 
with anti-aging treatments. She didn’t dye her hair either. She considered both to be 
frivolous wastes of time that would be better spent on pursuit of money and productivity, 
in that order. “Only low class women worry about that kind of thing,” she’d said once, 
when a reporter asked about them. One thing was certain - she certainly didn’t have 
smile lines.  

  
She marched into the restaurant just ahead of her husband, Bill. Danny’s father was just 
as bald as Danny himself, but it wasn’t a choice. His scalp shone in the bright, artificial 
light of the restaurant as he scanned the dining room for Danny.  

  
They made a beeline for Danny’s table once they saw him. They always made beelines. 
They never ambled, or strolled. They marched purposefully, stomping over everything in 
their path until they got to their target. In this case, they only knocked over one waiter 
with an empty tray and trod on one old lady’s foot in their path. If they noticed, they 
didn’t say anything.  

  
“Daniel.” His mother sat down and picked up one of the menus. “You’re looking well. I 
see that wretched circus act of a television show hasn’t made you gain weight.”  

  
Danny counted to five. “No. We tend to eat healthy.” He looked his parents over. “I’m 
surprised to see you arriving together.”  

  
“His plane landed close to the same time mine did.” Diana put her menu down. “It made 
sense to wait and share a ride over.”  

  
Bill nodded once. “Let’s not beat around the bush here. We’ve been informed —” He 
seemed to think better of himself. “My admin watches Make It Work. She let me know 
you have a son.”  

  
Danny wanted to laugh. He didn’t dare. Neither Diana nor Bill would ever admit to 
watching television, never mind something as tawdry as Make It Work. Danny had 
caught his mother watching all kinds of frivolous programming when he’d been small, 
but he hadn’t dared say anything then. He wasn’t going to say anything now, either.  

  



“That seems to be the case. DNA testing confirms it. Abraham is my son.”  
  

His parents glanced at each other. “And the father? The omega father, I mean?” Diana 
drank some of her water.  

  
Their server, who turned out to be the one his parents had mowed down, approached. 
He eyed them, but they didn’t seem to recognize him. Diana ordered the same thing for 
all three of them - the salmon, cooked as blandly as possible to avoid distracting them 
with unnecessary flavor. She phrased it exactly that way.  

  
The server was a professional. He didn’t react at all as he turned toward the kitchen to 
deliver his request. Danny didn’t try to challenge her or stop Diana. He wouldn’t have 
thought to try. He wasn’t going to change her, not at this late date, and if they were 
going to fight he was going to save it for something that mattered. 

  
“Tell us about the omega,” Diana prompted again.  

  
“Brian is a good enough guy. He’s a social worker, but he’s independently wealthy. He 
comes from money and plenty of it.” He shrugged. “I met him at a charity thing ten years 
ago. It was a one night stand. Why?”  

  
“Why?” Bill pulled his head back. “This is our grandson, and we’re just finding out about 
this now? This is terribly irresponsible of you, Daniel.”  

  
Danny’s heart sank. Irresponsibility had been his one great fear, all his life. He’d 
struggled for over two decades to meet his parents’ ideas of responsibility, and he’d 
failed. He would always fail.  

  
In this case, however, he knew he was on more solid ground. “We used a condom. It 
failed. I can’t control Brian’s behavior after that night. Had I known he was pregnant, I 
would have done everything in my power to be a responsible father and be part of 
Abraham’s life. Brian chose not to involve me. That’s not on me.”  

  
“Of course it is. If he’d seen you as an appropriate and responsible father, we’d be 
having a different conversation.” Diana’s eyes blazed. “Don’t you try to weasel out of 
accountability for this, Daniel. Abraham is our grandson and we have a say in how he’s 
raised. We should have been involved with his education from the start. Who’s to say 
how much damage has already been done?”  

  
Danny frowned. His vision seemed sharper somehow, and all of the scents in the room 
came into deeper focus. His muscles tensed. “Abe is nine.”  

  
“By nine you were already in the middle school at Brookhaven.” Bill pointed at Danny. 
“We did our duty by you to make sure you would be a success in the world. You have 
just as much of an obligation to your own child. He’s probably out there playing soccer.” 
His mouth twisted on the word soccer, like it hurt him to say it. 



  
“He is. He’s pretty good at it, too. Puts a smile on his face as wide as the sun.” Danny 
sat up straighter. “His grades are good. Not top of his class, but he’s got friends and he 
has activities he enjoys. He’s a good, well-rounded kid who has a happy life. He’s going 
to go exactly as far as he wants in life, and he’s lucky enough that both of his parents 
can support him no matter what it is he decides to do. 

  
“And his stepdad, Scott? He loves Scott. They hit it off right away. Scott has been 
teaching him recipes and helping him with stuff he’s had trouble with in karate class. 
He’s also promised to introduce him to Alex Cary, the TV chef.” Danny grinned, 
because he knew how excited Abe was about the meeting.  

  
Diana and Bill both recoiled, as in sync as if they’d rehearsed it. “You let your son, your 
precious son, associate with that gold digger?” Diana gasped.  

  
Danny gritted his teeth. “Scott is my husband. I am an alpha. I’m not going to sit here 
and listen to you talk about him like that. I won’t remind you again.”  

  
Diana curled her lip, just a twitch. Bill rolled his eyes. “We educated all of that nonsense 
right out of you, Daniel. That marriage is a farce. We know you only did it because you 
wanted the attention and the audience. And that - well, it’s shameful. But the damage is 
done.”  

  
Diana took up the narrative while Danny seethed. “We’re willing to forgive you, and see 
you again. On one condition.”  

  
“I’m sure this will be good. What’s your condition?” Danny wondered if a fish knife could 
be used for homicide and toyed with his.  

  
“You leave this… gutter rat from Astoria and marry Abraham’s father at the end of the 
show. We get the power to direct Abraham’s further education, since clearly his omega 
father isn’t capable of handling something so important.”  

  
Now Danny did laugh. “No.”  

  
Diana gasped. “I don’t think you understood us.”  

  
“Oh, I understood you. You want to take a happy, well-adjusted little boy and suck all of 
the joy out of his soul like the vampires I’ve always suspected you might be. I couldn’t 
prove it, but you know. Details. Abe is an amazing kid, I love him just the way he is. 
Brian’s done a fine job on his own. I’d have loved to know about Abe, but for his sake 
I’m kind of glad I didn’t. I wouldn’t have known to stand up to you, back in the day. Now I 
do.  

  
“And finally, Scott is my husband. We’ve got some issues to work out, but every couple 
does. At least we love each other, we want to work them out, and we actually live in the 



same time zone. I mean really, the two of you don’t even get to open your mouths and 
say the word ‘marry’ until you live in the same condo complex, okay?”  

  
“You’re being irrational. You know this boy isn’t right for you.” Bill’s jaw clenched, but he 
otherwise refused to betray any emotion.  

  
“He’s perfect for me. Feel free to give me a call when you can accept that.” Danny stood 
up and walked out of the restaurant. His parents could keep their ultra-bland salmon. He 
was going home to his husband. 
 


